The Rislorie of King Lear. 

But O poore g /offer loft he his other eye. (anfwer 

gem. Both.both my Lord, this letter Madam craues a fpeedv 
T is horn your lifter. Gon. One way I like this well 

But being widow and my g leper with her, ’ 

May all the building on my fancic plucke, 

V pon my hatefull life, another way the newes is notfo tookc, 
lie reade and anfwer. Exit. 

tAlb. where was his fonne when they did take his eyes. 

Gent. Come withmy Lady hither. Alb. He is nothere, 

gent . No my good Lord I met him backe againe^ 

Alb . Knoweshethewickedncfle. 

gent. I my good Lord twas he informd againfthim, 

And quit the houfe on purpofethat there punilhment 
Might haue the freer courfe. (King, 

Alb. Glofter I liue to thanke thee for the louethoufhewedll the 
And to reuenge thy eyes, come hither friend, 

Tcllme whatmorethou knoweft. Exit. 

Enter Kent and a gentleman . 

Kent. Why the King of Frattnce is fo fuddenlygone backe, 
know you no reafon. 

gent. Something he left imperfect in the ftate, which fince his 
comming forth is thought of, which imports to the Kingdome, 
So much feare and danger that his perfonall returnc was moft re. 
quired and necellaric. 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him. General. 
gent. The Mstrfliall of France Monfier la Far. (of griefe. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queene to any demonftratio 
gent . I fay fhe tooke them, read them in my p refence, 

' And now and then an ample teare tnld downe 
Her delicate cheeke, it feemed ihe was a queene ouer her paffion, 
Who mofti ebell-like, fought to be King ore her. 

Kent. O then it moued her. 
gent. Not to a rage,patienceand forow ftreme, 

Who fhould exprefte hergoodlieftyou haue feene, 

Sun Ihine and raine at once, her fmiles and teares. 

Were like a better way thofe happie fmilets. 

That play d on her ripe lip feeme not to know, 

What guefts weft in her eyes which parted thence, 
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As pearles from diamonds dropt in briefe, 

Sorow woul d b e a raritie moft bcloued, 

If all could fo become it, 

Kent. Made Ihe no vcrbali queftion. 
gent. Faith once or twice the heau’d the name of father, 
pantinglyforth as if it preft her heart. 

Cried fillers, fillers, lhame of Ladies fillers : 
licnt, father, fillers, what ithftorme ith night. 

Let pitie not be beleeft there fhe fhooke. 

The holy water from her heauenly eyes. 

And clamour moy ftened her, then away Ihe ftarted, 

To deale with griefe alone. 

Kent. It is theftars,the liars aboue vs gouerne our conditions, 
Elfe one felfe mate and make could not beget. 

Such different iflues, you fpoke not with her fince. 
gent. No. Kent. Was this before the King returnd. 

Gent. No, fince. 

Kent. Well fir, the poore diftreffed Z<vrrsith towne. 

Who fome time in his better tune remembers. 

What we are come about,and by no ineanes will yeeld to fee his 
Gent, Why good fir ? ( daughter. 

Kent. A foueraigne lhame fo elbows him his own vnkindnes 
That ftript her from his benediction turnd her. 

To forraine cafualties gaue her deare rights, 

Tohis dogharted daughters, thefe things fling his mind. 

So venomoufly that bn rning lhame detaines him from Cordelia. 
Gent. Alackpcore Gentleman. 

Kent. Ot Albanies and Cornetvals powers you heard not. 

Gent . Tisforheyareafoote. 

Kent. Well fir, iie bring you to our maifler Lear, 

And leaue you to attend him fome deere caufe. 

Will in concealemenc wrap me vp awhile, 

When I am knowne aright you {hall not greeue. 

Leading me this acquaintance, I pray you go along with me. 

Enter (f'ordcfia,D otter and others . Sxit, 

Cor , Alack tis he, why he was met euen now* 

As mad as the vent fca Tinging aloud, 

Crownd with ranke femiter and furrow weedes, 
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